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CAPTAIN MARVEL 

FALLS IN LOVE! 

GOLDEN ARROW and 

the TALKING ANIMALS! 

SPY SMASHER 

SMELLS THE FLOWERS Of FEAR! 

IBIS. THE INVINCIBLE meets 
the 6AY NINETIES GANGSTER! 



LANCE O'CASEY hnd 

the BOY BEGGAR! 

aicn gE AJUmOK spy SMMHtR/ ....mm... 
HIMI NICKV AND MIS PUP-AM>rict*S7CR1.' 

THEY GIVE THEIR LIVES! YOUR MONEY IS RETURNED! 
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HEY, YOU! HAVEN'T YOU GOT lYES, OFFICER, 
A HOME C* A JOB ? SET < I'M SOINS .' i 





AM> ONCE A6AIN CAPTAIN MAZYEL KBTUfHe TO 
BILLY'S APARTMENT IN THE tVEE &HAU MOOWS HQU&i j 




HOLY MOLEY.' TIlVO NISHTS WITH- 1 LOVE... BAH .' AND YOU, OF ALL 'I'LL FIX YOU .' j. 

OUT SLEEP / I'M A WRECK .' IVE SOT j PEOPLE ? WHY, YOU USEP TO AVOIP * JUST WON'T CHANGE ) 
TO TELL THAT CAPTAIN J*i e X%^ \ 6,!>L S LIKE POISON 6EFC0E ,'NOW\ TOCAPTAIN MARVEL ' 
A THINS OR TWO ! LI9TEN, PRINCE t YOUKE MATINS A FOOL OF YOURSELF \ TDNISHT AFTER WORK I 
CHARMINS, ENOUSH IS ENOUSH / ANP A PHYSICAL WRECK OUT OF ME.'J ' 
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bear / a talk/a/g 
wolf/what 
weird pmcnoaa- 
e.non has come 
over the west 
as all crea- 
TURES Of= THE 
WILD MAKE DE- 
MANDS in Plain 
ENGLISH? IT IS 
GOL£>£N AffOOW 
ALONE, THE 
ROSIN HOOD OF 
THE OLD WEST 
WHO JOL'X&S THE 
STRANGE 
MYSTERY 
OF THE 

TALKING 
ANIMALS 
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NOTHING CAN STOP 
CAPTAIN MARVEL IN HIS 
F/GNT AGAINST 7HEAX/S / 

DON'T LET ANYTHING 
6T0P^?@ia FROM DOING 
YOUR PART / 

MAYBE YOU CAN'T PUNCH HOLES 
THROUGH BRICK WML 5, BUT YOU CAN 

BUY WAR BONOS AND 
STAMPS FOR VICTORY! 

( UN 9 KEEP BUYING EM.') 



WHIZ UJMIf-S 



DANGER *™ MPS/ 

BV HOP KEEP 

A WICKY & O'SHAWNESSVSJDRV/ 



*"W E have only 60t 

twenty more miles to 
go through this horrible snow, 
hale, sleet and wind before we 
reach the aviators and their 
wrecked plane." said Wicky 
Burke grimly. "Have courage, 
pard. and be careful of the 
glaciers." 

"You can count on me. 
pard." replied Frankie Dunn, 
"I don't care if my ears freeze 
off, I will keep on right through 
the snow." 

"We will have to stop at the 
top of Jhe next peak, which is 
only a mile high," declared 
the intrepid Wicky. "One of 
my snow shoes is coming off." 

"Perhaps you had better 
turn back. pard. and I will 
push on alone." suggested 
Frankie. 

"Never!" snorted Wicky. "I 
will keep going till 1 drop. By 
the way. how is your broken 

"The pain is awful." said 
Frankie. "but I'll grin an' bear 
it." 

"Maybe we should call our 
good old St. Bernard dog and 
give you some of that rum 
he's carrying around his neck." 
offered Wicky. 

"No, no!" protested Frankie. 
"we must save it all for those 
poor aviators." 

Frankie added an after- 
thought. "Besides, that St. 
Bernard is probably gone up 
some alley chasing Mrs. Kain- 



tuck's cat. He has probably 
busted that bottle all to pieces 
by now." 

Wicky Burke stood sfock 
still and stared at his pard. 
Disgust was written on the 
freckled, sweaty face. He 
kicked at a clod of dirt with 
the half-broken tennis racket 
he had strapped to his right 
foot. 

"That's just the trouble with 
you. Frankie," he declared. 
"You never know how to play 
a game all the way. Here we 
are making like we're way up 
in the alps and you spoil it all 
by mentioning Mrs. Kain- 
tuck's cat. What would a cat * 
be doing up in the alps?" 

"It's too hot to play alps, 
anyway," said Frankie, sitting 
down. "I druther shoot mar- 
bles. We ought to play alps 
when there's real snow, not 
when it's sunny and warm like 

"We got to train O'Shawn- 
essy to be a St. Bernard dog, 
haven't we?" argued the red- 
head. "If he's going to be 
ready to be a St. Bernard dog 
next winter, we got to train 
him all summer. A dog can't 
be a St. Bernard dog and go 
rescuing people just like that!" 

"You can train O'Shawties- 
sy from now on for a trillion 
years and he won't never be 
a St. Bernard dog," sneered 
Frankie, "That old mutt will 
always be just a old mutt." 



In a split second Wicky was 
grappling with Frankie. wrest- 
ling, rolling, gruntinE. The two 
boys panted, pounded and 
grappled and from the melee 
came shouts of "Take it backt 
... I won't . . .Leggot . . . Take 
it back!" 

J^|R. BURKE; Wicky's 
father, was seated com- 
fortably by the window, in 
shirt sleeves and wearing slip- 
pers. He was relaxing, enjoy- 
ing the sports pages. This was 
all interrupted by a hasty cry 
from Mrs. Burke. 

"Dad." she cried, "put on 
your coat. Get your shoes. 
Here comes the Reverend 
Jottes." 

"Oh, nuts," exclaimed Mr. 
Burke. But he hurriedly put 
on his coat and shoes. 

The Reverend Mr. Jones 
came to call frequently. Mr. 
Burke was a deacon in the 
church and besides Mrs. Burke 
was famous for the tea and 
cookies she served. It was soon 
apparent, however, from the 
aggitated state of the clergy- 
man that this was no ordinary 
social call. 

"I am so upset," he ex- 
plained, "because somebody 
has stolen most of the silver- 
ware from the parsonage. I 
wouldn't mind so much if it 
was my own. but as you know. 
Brother Burke, it belongs to 
the church. I don't know how 
I can ever replace it." 
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"That's terrible," said Mr 
Burke. "Was anything else 
missing? Do you think it was 
done by a professional burglar 
of a sneak thief?" 

"I don't know. J don't 
know," groaned the parson. 
"Lord forgive me if he's inno- 
cent, but I do suspect one man. 
Early today there was a tramp 
came to my door begging for 
food. Knowing that he was one 
of the good Lord's 1 creatures, 
I invited him in and fed him. 
It was sometime after he left 
that I missed the silverware. 
I-" 

The narration was inter- 
rupted by the entrance of 
Wicky, very disheveled. He 
came in the door at such an 
angle that he saw only his 
father. He didn't know there 
was a visitor, much less the 
Reverend Jones. 

"Dad," he said, "I'm afraid 
I have lost your bottle of 

"What?" exclaimed Mr. 
Burke. 

"Rum?" echoed the Rever- 
end Jones,, with the voice of an 
icicle. 

"It was like this," said 
Wicky. "We were playing alps 
and O'Shawnessy was a St. 
Bernard do?. Naturally he had 
to have a bottle of rum tied 
around his neck so he could 
give it to the wrecked aviators 
who were freezing to death. So 
I took your bottle o[ rum and 
I meant to give it back but 
O'Shawnessy ran away and 
when he came back the bottle 
of rum was gone." 

"Ruin!" repeated the Rev- 
erend Jones. "Rum! That a 
deacon in my church should 
keep spirituous liquors! I as- 
sure you. Brother Burke, the 
Board of Elders shall hear 
about this." 



"Oh, this can be explained," 
asserted Mr. Burke, with a 
rather hollow laugh. "You 
know how boys are, Reverend 
Jones. They're always play- 
ing make believe. This was 
probably just a bottle of pop 
that they pretended was rumT* 

"No. it wasn't, dad," Wicky 
persisted. "It was rum all right. 
It said so on the bottle." 

The Reverend Jones got up 
stiffly and walked to the door. 
As he was stepping out he 
turned and said, "Brother, 
Burke, I shall expect your 
resignation as deacon in the 
very next mail. Rum!" 

He said "rum" the same 
way Winston Churchill says 
"Nazi." Then he stalked out. 

f '€20 TO YOUR ROOM! 

Go now!" growled Mr. 
Burke. 

"But. dad, I-" 
"Go! Go right away before 
I lose my temper all together. 
Go!" 

Wicky realized it wasn't 
healthy to stay, so he went. 
From his window, upstairs, he 
could see out across the tops 
of trees, the green fields, the 
budding flowers. It was much 
too nice a day to stay in a room. 

Reaching under his mattress, 
he pulled out a lpng, knotted 
rope. Fastening one end se- 
curely to the bed, he let the 
other drop silently out the 
window. Then he climbed out, 
slid to the ground. 

Big, shaggy O'Shawnessy 
was waiting for him. O'Shaw- 
nessy always knew when 
something was wrong and he 
knew it this time. His nose was 
on the ground as his big eyes 
looked up at his master. The 
wagging of the tail was abbre- 
viated, tentative. Wicky would 
have liked to bawl him out, 
but it was too near the house. 
His.father would hear him and 
find out that the boy was not 
in his room. So with a whis- 
pered, "come on." he trudged 
( away from there, with 
O'Shawnessy following at his 



heels— ttiat . is, at a safe dis- 
tance back of his heels. 

For no reason at all, Wicky's 
footsteps took him toward the 
parsonage. As he "draw near, 
he saw a man dressed in ex- 
tremely ragged and dirty 
clothes run up on the parson- 
age steps and collapse. 
O'Shawnessy saw him, too. 
and ran forward growling. 

The commotion brought the 
Reverend Mr. Jones to the 
door. As he appeared, the 
ragged man groaned, "Oh 
father, save me. Help me ! Call 
a doctor! I'm dyin'." 

"You!" exclaimed the Rev. 
Mr. Jones. "You tell me the 
truth now. Did you or did you 
not steal the silver?" 

"I confess," said the tramp. 
"I stole it. I'm dyin*. If you 
save me you'll get it all back. 
It's all hid under the culvert. 
Call a doctor! Oooooooooh!" 
He clutched-his stomach as if 
in agony. 

A doctor was called. He 
used a stomach pump on the 
man. Pretty soon the patient 
was resting comfortably and 
the doctor was shaking his 
head in wonderment. 

Sometime later, Wicky. 
washed and scrubbed and 
wearing a new suit, was talk- 
ing to his old pal. Frankie 
Dunn. It was in the cool of 
evening and they just sat on 
Frankie's front steps and 
talked. 

" Was your pop awful sore 
about O'Shawnessy losing his 
rum?" asked Frankie. , 

"Well, he was at first, but 
O'Shawnessy didn't really lose 
it. you know. A tramp took it 
away from him and drank it." 

"Aw, go on— you made that 
up. How do you know?" 

"Because the tramp got sick 
and admitted it, that's how," 
said Wicky. "Besides. I'm glad 
no wrecked aviator got ahold 
of it. You ain't supposed to 
drink rum at all. Bay rum is to 
put on your hair." 

The End 

Look for another Wicky and 
O'Shawnessy sfory m nr. early 

hsus. 
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VE V GOOD.' FRITZ, DELIVER. 
DP ruic airz R/-\t itni ii=t m 



ARE 
READY, 

HERR 
VON 
FERE.'. 



THIS BIG BOUQUET TO 
ADMIRAL CORBY AT 
RADIO STATION WHIZ! 
HE IS" SPEAKING 
TONIGHT ON 
VICTORY. 



AND DELIVER THiy >( JAJUNDT 
TO MIT SO- CHARMING \ AMERICA V/LL 
DAUGHTER, EVE , AT I SEE ITS 
THEIR NOME .'.' THEN J MILITARY 



WE'LL NEAR NOW 
THEY PRATE OE 
ALLIED VICTORY, 
N/CNT WANS ?? I 



HEADERS GRO- 
VELLING /A/ 
TERROR.'.' YOO 
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ATTENTION, ^ 
AMERICA / 
STATION/ F.E.A.R, 
CUTTING NY 
WITH A SPECIAL , 
BROADCAST BY 
SPY SMASHER // , 
ONE MOMENT, 
Pt EASE/ 




/? TERRIBLE STRUGGLE BETWEEN 
REAPS AND DETERM/NAT/O/Y < 

T KNOW IT'S THOSE FLOWERS/ 
AMERICA IS DEPF/VD/IYG 
ON ME// -Z'VE GOT TO 
BEAT THIS HORRIBLE, 
SAPPING TERROR./ 
GOT TO jREACH 
THAT • - 





THE HOLLOW SOUND 
YOU HEAR, FOLK'S, COMES 
PROM A COUPLE OF AXIS 
SQUARE- HEAPS WHO 
THOUGHT THEY COULD 
BEAT AMERICA kYlTH 

trickery's 



'kill him/ 
he tricked 
as// fritz, 
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Sams B6f)JUN/OR, 
SPY SMflSHe/?/ 



I'VE COME TO TELL YOU HOW TOUCAN BE A JUNIOR SPY \A 
■■SMASHER AND HELP WIN THE WAR. AMERICA NEEPS PAPER ^ 
SAPLVtANP yOU CAN HELP BY SAVIN© EVERY SCRAP, ANYONE " 
WHO COLLECT* TEN POUNCE OF FfcPER AMPULLA IT OR TURNS 
IT IN, WILL BECOME A JUNIOR Spy SMASHER. IOO FOUNPSOF > 

P AP£K WILL MAKE 115 POXES TO _ j£= ~ 1 ~ •- < 

^ ' HOORAY/ WE CAN SELL IT 
ffO TONY THE ■JUNK - 
IP SAVE iJP 
R3ROUR 
IEW CLUB 
" HOUSE/ 



MY NAME IS KIP SAHIBS 

LET ME STAY.' I CLEAN 

I C0OK-- 




WE SUSPECT A CAFE -- ■ 

golden slipper .' rr IS 

MUCH FREQUENTED BY 
WHITE RIFFRAFF 
I THOUGHT TWO 

NTREPip 
WHITES MKSHT — 




THE SAME DAY THE STARFISH SAILS FROM 
CALCUTTA . 



OUR FIRST MOVE. MIKE, WILL 
BE TO PASS OURSELVES OFF 
AS RIFFRAFF AND _ 
INVESTIGATE THE I KNOW 

(SOLDEN SLIPPER THE PLACE 

SAHIBS.' IT 
IS -A DEN OF 
WOLVES 



INDIA IS A POWDER KE6. THE JAP 
INVADERS ARE THE SPARK THAT WILL 
BLOW THE LID. UNLESS YOU, LANCE 
O'CASEY. AND YOUR , 
FRIEND CAN STOP IT. 




O.K., MR. ALAMAND, ^ <=>OOD. YOU 
YOU'VE GOT YOURSELF f WILL NOT FIND USl 
A COUPLE OF , J UNGRATEFUL/ 
BLOOD HOUNDS ' 




AND AS DARKNESS FALLS A SLATTERY 'PEARL 
RSHEK" SUPS BA£K INTO THE HARBOR. 
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